Theresa in her garden

1.  

In winter, along with the cold rains and early night, grow the crysanthymums.  In March and April, maybe a few beginning in February, come the tiny crocus, reaching right out of the wet ground, then daffodils of every color, the white narcissus, the tulips.

In April, all the apple trees blossom.  In May, the roses rise up and release their perfume.  In midsummer, the days long and warm, the Queen Anne's lace spreads white across the fields.

2.

Theresa walks among her lanes of flowers, they with their shy white, yellow, red, blue heads, their slim green arms reaching toward the sky, pulled up by the warmth of the sun above, behind clouds; she feeds the flowers, pouring down cool arcs of translucent blue water; she walks among them, tucking them dark into their damp earthen beds; she utters a deep loud "oh" on seeing the bright reds,

upon lifting up lush fucias with bright thick bells and, hanging down from them, long tassles of white.

3.

Early in the morning, she comes awake.  "I have to get up to water the babies.  I just planted new ones yesterday.  They'll need lots of water.  It's going to be a hot day today."

4.

In the late summer heat grow sunflowers, chrysanthymums, penstemens, lavender, pink and white Japanese anemones, red hot pokers, flowers almost like tiny pine cone-sized evergreens in orange, yellow, and red.  At the end of August come the four o'clocks, pink, white and yellow.  Then, in the fall comes the rain.  In the lengthening darkness come the first long nights of frost.

5.

In her winter bed, she dreams of her flowers, they with their shy white, yellow, red, blue heads, their slim green arms reaching up 

pulled by the warmth of the sun behind clouds - she feeding them, pouring down cool arcs of translucent blue water; she walking ever so slowly among them, tucking them dark into their damp earthen beds; in her dream she hears herself  uttering a deep loud "oh" on seeing the bright reds upon lifting up the lush fucias with their bright thick bells and, hanging down from them, in the bright dream sunlight, their long pure tassles of white.

